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And now being weary, there they sit Like demons of the nether pit.
" God knows what more they are going to do, For Nungam's bale cost hundreds two, And as yet but a hundred backs do show The weary weight of an Afghan blow."
" But why not pay the coin and be free Of the terrible terrors under the tree ?"
" Sahib, we're poor.   The debt is not ours,
And a bleeding back will heal ; But money gone is gone for good,
Like the bread one eats at a meal.'*
u Then why not take heart and resist, ye fools ?
The odds are five hundred to two." u Resist 1" he muttered.   " Are we mad ?
The day indeed we should rue. Eesist ?   They would eat us alive," and he wept, And wringing his hands, he abjectly crept Back to his friends in the cowardly crowd, Who again broke forth into wailing loud.
I advanced to the Afghans, swart and burly, Who eyed my approach with the glances surly Of a dog who gathers himself to defend His bone from the claims of a passing friend. But a twinkle came in the eyes of each When I spoke to them in the Pushtu* speech. * The Afghan, language.